THE   GRASSLEYES   MYSTERY
**I have heard, also, that you paid a call at the
Manoir late the other night and that Lady Grass-
leyes refused to see you/3
"She broke her promise to me/*
"So you refused to pay your rent?"
"It is none of your business. We all run short
sometimes, especially if you lead my sort of life. I
am going to Grasse now to telephone for some
money/*
"You won't be allowed to pass, you know. A
more determined-looking person than the gendarme
guarding the gate I never saw. I am in sympathy
with you about leaving the place, although I am
quite ready to pay my bill, but I don't think either
you or I will get to Grasse, or anywhere else, to-
night/'
"They cannot make prisoners of us," the other
declared wildly. "I shall go to the main entrance
and insist upon passing/*
"Don't let me keep you," Granet begged. "I
really don't care where you go to. Fll move my
car into the side so that you can get past."
The young man silently watched the operation
from his seat on the motor-cycle.
"Now pass on, my gaily attired neighbour,"
Granet invited, "and if you wish to return my
kindness in leaving the road open for you close that
filthy exhaust.**
Oliver rode off and Granet made his way slowly
back to his bungalow. He garaged the car and went
into the house. He finished unpacking his despatch
case, laid some formidable piles of stationery upon